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NINE
He could tell that the expression that was written on the pretty faces of the two young women who are following after him are expressions of misery and defeat, and if he was being honest, the trainer would have to admit that he would have preferred to pause so that he could turn and stare at the direction of those defeated expressions using his actual vision rather than just his peripheral vision, though at the same time that such thought had entered the forefront of his mind, he could not help but remind himself that it would be worse than useless for him to turn his attention toward their direction for two reasons.
The first would be that he was sure that if he were to turn his complete attention toward their direction, the two of them would realize would undoubtedly realize that he was looking at their direction, and that would be enough to make them realize what kind of expression it was that they are wearing on their visages, which should be enough to make them school their features so that they could remove those miserable looks that they are wearing. The first reason that he had not bothered to turn his attention toward their direction was important, but it was not as important as the second.
A smile came across the face of the man known as the Baker as he angled his attention slightly toward the direction of the mezzanine that was in front of him. The second reason that he did not turn his attention toward the miserable expressions that would be on the faces of his trainees was that he knew that there was someone who was waiting for them and that someone is the man who is in charge of this facility.
The Baker told himself that if he had paused so that he could stare at the expression that was written on the faces of his trainees, then he would have wasted time just looking at their direction, and yet, even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the trainer turned his attention toward the direction of the two young women who are behind him, albeit, in his defense, he would have said that he had not realized what he was doing until the moment that he had finished doing it.
Even if he knew that he was wasting time, he did nothing to stop himself from turning his attention toward the two young women who are following behind him, but rather than focus his attention upon the miserable and defeated expressions that they are wearing, the trainer instead focused his attention upon their bodies, and while it was true that he did glance toward the direction of their faces, it was only so that he could confirm the fact that both of them are keeping the miserable and defeated expressions that he had been thinking about for a while.
Victoria and Madison were wearing nothing, but in this setting, he would have to admit that the two of them wearing something would have been a far more remarkable occurrence. Of course, the Baker did not count on the black collars that were wrapped around the necks of the two young women as clothes worth commenting on, though he did note that the collars were attached to one end of the leash that their handlers – who were positioned in between them and the Baker – were holding.
The beautiful sisters were also on their hands and knees, and that was something that added to the misery that the two of them were wearing on their faces, as he was quite certain that both of them have their knees and palms complaining. He had decided to take the circuitous route around the underground facility, not only to confuse the sense of direction of the two young women but also just because he could make that choice and increase the pain that both of them are wearing.
As the two of them are on their hands and knees, it meant that their breasts are pointing toward the direction of the ground, and despite himself, a smile came across the face of the Baker as he remembered the sensation of those mounds against the palm of his hands. Ironically enough, it was reminding himself of the sensation of those breasts against his hands that made him return to the present, and it was ironic because, a few moments later, he reminded himself that he would soon have to say goodbye – figuratively speaking, he was hoping – to those breasts. 
That was because the two of them would soon be passing from his training, with those black collars – and here, he once more turned his attention toward the direction of the collars in question – soon to be replaced by silver ones. He allowed a small smile to come across his face, a few moments later, as he then remarked to himself that if the two of them are lucky, then it might even be gold ones that they are wearing, though he then reminded himself that the only way that could happen is if the two of them would be separated.
The Baker did not think that there would be an Archon who would have two favorites, after all, not even the Archduke – who was the one who was most prone to breaking the rules – have taken that option, but then again, the Baker reminded himself that the reason that the man who had recruited him in this outfit had gained that reputation was that he was obsessed with his favorite, and the Baker did not imagine that his obsession would allow him to have another favorite in his stables.
He mentally shook his head, a few moments later, forcing himself to return to the present, and as he did so, he turned his attention away from Victoria and Madison. Even if it was true that a lot of thoughts had gone through the forefront of his mind, less than five seconds had passed in real life, and it would appear that it was not enough for his trainees to realize that as it would appear that they did not have the time to school their features to remove the miserable expressions that they are wearing. 
By the time that he had noted that it would already have been too late for them to say or do anything, after all, he was quick to turn his attention away from them and resume their trek toward their destination. Not even the two handlers had said anything about the sudden – though rather brief – pause that the trainer had done, so he did not think that they had even realized what had happened, and with a mental shake of his head, the trainer chased those thoughts away from the forefront of his mind, before he resumed walking forward.
He did not even bother to turn his attention behind him to see if the handlers are following after him, though if he was being honest, he would have to admit that his confidence in regards to that was borne out by the fact that there was nowhere that they could have gone, and that they knew where they are heading. He also did not doubt that both of the men that he had picked to assist him in the breaking and training of Victoria and Madison were hoping that they would be able to give a good impression to the man who is now in charge of this facility, which meant that they would have to show themselves to him, and that is where they are heading right now.
It took another minute or two before the trainer found himself staring at a rather unique door in the facility, in the sense that this one had a doorknob instead of a simple latch, and this one was made of wood rather than just simple sheet metal with four numbers stenciled on the surface of the same. Indeed, placing a number on this door would be a travesty, considering the ornate carvings that had been placed on the surface of the same, and when he saw the door, the trainer could not help but smile even as he shook his head.
At the same time that he was doing that, he could not help but remind himself that back when the man who had recruited him into this outfit had occupied this office, the door, while still made of wood and with a doorknob, was simpler. It was for that reason that the Baker could not help but remark to himself that the man who now occupies the office is someone who looked to be looking for the finer things in life, but then with a shake of his head, the trainer told himself that even if such was the case, there was nothing that he could do about it. 
With that thought at the forefront of his mind, he was soon knocking on the door, but he demonstrated the fact that he was senior to this Archon – at least, in terms of the date of their current rank, as he was sure that the Archon that he was about to meet has been a member of the Organization far longer than he had been – by not even waiting for the man at the other side of the door to say anything before he opened the same. He took a single step into the office – and he noted that it was now not as empty as the last time that he had been there – before he realized that if he had opted to wait for the man inside the room to respond to his request for permission to enter, he would be waiting for a while.
Although it was true that he could only see one man when he entered the room, it soon became clear to him that he is not the only one who was inside the room. The Archon known as the Pianist was seated behind his desk – and the Baker could not help but remind himself that the desk was not the same one that the Archduke had used, though it was practically identical – with his head raised toward the ceiling slightly. It was the only thing that the Baker needed to see to know that there was a woman who was kneeling in front of him, bobbing her head up and down the shaft of his cock, although he is uncertain who the slave in question would be considering that the Pianist was yet to organize his stables.
‘He has just been an Archon for three months,’ the Baker told himself, ‘and I have the impression that he had not even expected that he would be chosen for this role,’ before he then mentally shook his head and took another step forward.
The Pianist reacted to the sound that he had deliberately made by blinking and turning his attention toward the direction of where the Baker was, and judging from the surprised expression that appeared on the face of the man in question, it was apparent that he had not expected the entry of the Baker into his office, but the trainer then had to remind himself that the Archon should have realized that he was about to enter the office the moment that he opened the door. This time, the smile that appeared on the face of the Baker was wide and he made no effort to hide the same from the man who is supposed to be his superior. 
Whoever the woman under the desk was, the Baker could not help but remark to himself that she must be special if she could make the Pianist go off in his world with no care about his surroundings just using her mouth, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the trainer could not help but admit – even if only to himself – that he was quite curious as to who the woman under the desk would be.
He returned to the present, a few moments later, and the first thing that he noticed was that the spell that had been cast – figuratively speaking, of course – upon the Pianist had dissipated, and the Archon had his complete attention turned toward the direction of the Baker, though because the Archon had not said anything, the Baker decided that he would be the one who would break the silence that had descended inside the room after he had stepped into it.
The Baker inclined his head toward the direction before he then schooled his features so that the smirk that he was wearing would disappear from his face as he asked, “Should I come back later?”
It was not difficult to see the expression that appeared on the face of the Pianist in response to the question that the Baker had asked, and it was also not that difficult for the trainer to interpret the meaning of the smirk that appeared on the face of the man in question. Although the Pianist did not reply to the question that the trainer had asked right away, it was because the Archon had opted to use that time to turn his attention toward the direction of the woman under his desk. 
The Baker watched as he gave the woman a nod, and for a brief second, the trainer felt excitement as he realized that he was about to see who the woman that had been serving the Pianist was. It was also, he told himself, a show of sorts, after all, the woman who was bobbing her head up and down the shaft of the cock of the Archon would be a celebrity, and the Baker is sure that the eyes of his trainees would widen when they realize that, even if he would have to admit that even he was not sure who the celebrity in question was.
It was the fact that he does not know who the celebrity was that caused the eyes of the Baker to widen when she finally presented herself to them, and he blinked even as he noted that she is also one with red hair. He briefly wondered if his new nominal superior has a type, but then he shook his head even as he focused his attention upon the visage of Isla Fisher and the fact that there were remnants of the service that she had been giving the Pianist on her face in the form of rapidly drying cum around her lips.
The beautiful red-haired actress was wearing a silver collar around her neck, but that was not the only thing that she was wearing, though rather than survey that, the Baker instead turned his attention toward his trainees so that he could see their reaction. He did note that the silver collar that the oldest woman in the room was wearing had a device stenciled on the front of the same, which meant that she is owned by a member of the Organization with, at least, the rank of Grand Archon, but he chased those thoughts away from the forefront of his mind, a few moments later.
That smile on the face of the Baker widened, a few moments later, when he saw the surprised expressions that were written on the faces of his trainees, and it was obvious that both of them recognized Isla. The shocked expressions that they are wearing as understandable the moment that they realize that a celebrity who had made a name for herself is a slave, and while it was true that he could not read what was going on at the forefront of the minds of Victoria and Madison, he would have laid odds that both of them are now asking themselves if they would find themselves in the position that Isla was now in soon.
With a mental shake of his head, the Baker told himself that the answer to that question would be in the negative – and indeed, he briefly debated with himself as to whether he should tell that to them, though, in the end, he decided not to – even as he told himself that Isla is someone who had been trained, and it was obvious that the Pianist is not her Master, though the fact that she is here meant that she had been lent to the newest Archon, and the trainer wondered if that meant that whoever the Master if Isla was, he was considering giving Isla to the newest member of their exclusive club.
At that point, the Baker would have to admit that he was hoping that such would be the case and that the Pianist would agree, after all, if that would turn out to be the case, then he would have access to the pretty red-head as well, and his cock twitched as he imagined what it would be like to see the beautiful red-head staring at him with a pleading expression even as she bobbed her head up and down the shaft of his manhood.
Once more, the Baker mentally shook his head and forced himself to return to the present, though he blinked, a few moments later, as he realized that he had somehow returned his attention toward the direction of the visage of Victoria and Madison while he was lost in his reverie. A few moments later, however, a smile appeared on his face even as he noted that this was also a somewhat good thing because it meant that he was able to focus his attention upon the expression that was written on their faces.
Rather than the miserable expression that they had been wearing when they were forced to follow after him on their hands and knees, the two of them are now wearing horrified expressions, but it was not as if he had to ask them anything for him to understand the meaning behind the expressions that they are wearing, and indeed, it would appear that the fear that they are displaying to him became more pronounced, a few moments later, when both of them saw how wide the smile that appeared on the expression of their trainer became in response to the expressions that they are wearing.
If he was being honest, the trainer would have to admit that he would have preferred to keep his gaze focused upon his trainees, but he was prevented from doing so, a few moments later, when his nominal superior pointedly cleared his throat, and because he knew that it was his way of telling the Baker to look at him, the trainer found himself with no option but to turn his gaze toward the Pianist.
The Baker would have to admit that his relationship with the Pianist was a bit different than with his former superior, but then again, that superior had not only been the one to recruit the Baker into this outfit, he had also promised the Baker that he would be floating on the sea face-down if he were to fail to live up with what was expected of him. In contrast, the Pianist was someone who had come into this facility years after the Baker had established himself here, so it was not surprising that there would be tension between them.
“I was just finishing with this slave,” the Pianist said. He inclined his head toward the direction of Isla at that moment, though what it was that the Archon had silently commanded the pretty red-head to do, the Baker could not be sure. She certainly did not remove herself from the room, though she did drop onto her knees after she moved to the side slightly so that when she got on her knees, she was not covered by the desk. 
Any further musings on the part of the Baker, however, had to be put on hold, a few moments later, even as the Archon then continued, “I got a little impatient while waiting for your arrival.”
The Baker raised one eyebrow in response not only to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Archon but also the tone that he had used when he spoke, though rather than say anything about it, he simply turned his attention toward the direction of his trainees before then said, “This is the Pianist,” and as he had expected, there was a blank expression on their faces, an expression that, however, changed when, a few moments later, he then said, “He is the one who had sponsored your training in this facility.”
A wide smile appeared on the face of the Archon at that moment, but it was not in response to the way that the Baker had introduced him, rather, it was in response to the angry expressions that appeared on the face of Victoria and Madison as the two of them turned to regard him. If they were expecting him to flinch, then that smile should have already told them that their hopes are in vain, but then the two of them flinched when he then stood from where he was seated, and because he had not bothered to return his cock inside the confines of his pants, Victoria and Madison were soon forced to turn their attention toward the direction of his half-erect manhood.
“Welcome, cunts,” he said before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the Baker as he said, “Your trainer tells me that you are nearing the end of your training cycle with him.”
If he was being honest, the trainer would have to admit that such was information that he would rather that the Pianist had not given his trainees, but judging from the hopeful expression that appeared on their faces, and the predatory expression that appeared on the face of the Pianist in response, the Baker could tell what the Pianist was hoping for. Even before he could assure himself, however, the Pianist was already speaking again, “You are here today so that I could judge that for myself.”
‘He certainly dangled that bait well’ the Baker thought in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Pianist. Despite the amusement that he felt at that moment, he refrained from placing a smile on his face as he was not sure if his trainees are looking at him, though, a few moments later, he was forced to return to the present as the Pianist then addressed him, “Shall you put them through their paces?” he asked.
The Baker did not hesitate to give a nod in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Pianist, but rather than say anything in response, he simply turned his attention toward the direction of Victoria and Madison. He would have to admit that he was surprised when he saw the fearful expressions on their faces – as he would have expected hopeful expressions there, given that they should now be telling themselves that if the Pianist was satisfied, then they would not have returned under the tutelage of the Baker – though he then shook his head before he asked, “Let us begin with a test of obedience, shall we?”
It was, of course, a rhetorical question, and without missing a beat, the Baker then added, “I want you two scissoring for us.”
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he expected the hesitation that the two of them demonstrated in response to the order that he had given, though he was certainly not expecting that the hesitation that they are feeling would last only for the briefest moment before the two of them would turn toward each other. He was also certain that a silent conversation passed between the two of them, and though it was true that he could not read the minds, he would have laid odds that both of them are trying to convince the other that it would be in their best interest to comply with the order given.
His thoughts in regards to that were seemingly confirmed, a few moments later, as the two beautiful young women turned toward each other, and in short order, both of them were in the position that they had been ordered in, with both of them straddling one of the legs of the other even as they moved their bodies closer so that, within a moment or two, a single moan of pleasure escaped from the lips of both of them as their most intimate of parts touched the other.
To allow the two of them to move into the position that they had been ordered in, the handlers had slackened their grip on the leashes that were attached to the front of the collars that were wrapped around their necks. It was an action that probably caused the two of them to think that they would be forgiven for refusing to do as they were ordered, because while it was true that both of them had positioned themselves properly, they were now refusing to do what they were ordered to do, with both of them refusing to grind their most intimate of parts against the other.
A glance toward the direction of the face of both women was all that the Baker needed to confirm that they do not want to do as they were ordered, but then it would appear that Victoria realized that her trainer was looking at her, because, within a moment or two of her eyes meeting with his, she began to move, using her muscles to move her cunt up and down against the thighs of her sister, and causing a confused expression to appear on the face of Madison even as moans began to escape from the lips of Victoria.
Those moans that were coming out of the lips of the older sister were theatrical moans, after all, there was no way that she would be moaning as she was now given that she had just started to obey the order that she had been given, though neither the Baker nor the Pianist stopped the older slave from what she was doing, and this was something that benefited Madison as well, because when she heard the theatrical moans that were escaping from the lips of her sister, she realized what it meant and she was soon grinding her cunt against that of her sister, with her moans soon joining those that were coming out of the lips of Victoria.
It did not take long after that for the moans to become less-theatrical, with the smile on the face of the Baker widening as he told himself that the sounds that were coming out of the lips of both of his trainees now reflected the arousal that they are feeling. Indeed, it was for that reason that, a few moments later, he interrupted the two of them from what they are doing as he said, “Do not forget to ask permission before you cum.”
As he had expected, the expression that appeared on the pretty faces of Victoria and Madison in response to the words that he said was outraged, but then it would appear that both of them were quick to realize who had given the order, and they lost themselves in the pleasure again even as more moans escaped from their lips. The Baker did not think that there was a need for him to repeat the order that he had given, and if he was being honest, he would also have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that they would slip and that, in turn, would give him an excuse to punish them.
Certainly, neither of them showed any indication that they were going to comply with the order that they had been given as the two of them simply continued with what they are doing, with the Baker telling himself that he could have sworn that they increased the speed with which they are grinding their flowers against the other, but then he was forced to come out of the reverie that he had fallen into as a result of that realization, a few moments later, when Victoria suddenly turned her attention toward his direction.
“Sir…,” she began, though before she could say anything, her trainer returned his attention toward her before he inclined his head toward the direction of the Pianist, silently informing the beautiful young woman that she should ask for permission from the Pianist rather than him. The change in the expression that Victoria was wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to realize that she understood what the silent command meant, though, for a few moments, it looked as if she was not going to do as she was ordered.
That changed, a few moments later, however, as he watched Victoria turn her attention toward the direction of the Pianist. There was still a hesitating expression on her face – and that led the Baker to wonder if she would refer to the Archon as ‘Master’ rather than ‘Sir’ – but that expression disappeared from her face, a few moments later, as she then said, “Sir, please, may this Fuck-Slut cum for you? Please?”
If he was being honest, the Baker would admit that he had half-expected the Pianist to turn his attention toward his direction so that he can silently ask the trainer what he should do in response, though he would also have to admit that he felt disappointed and irritated when the Pianist bypassed that and addressed the beautiful but helpless young woman directly, “Go ahead, Fuck-Slut,” he said, before his face then broke into a grin and he said, “Cum like the dirty slut that you are.”
The Baker would have to admit that he was hoping that the Pianist would tease her more and refuse permission for a while, but in the end, there was nothing that he could have done about it, and he simply contented himself with looking at the outraged expression on the face of Madison. The outrage that was written on the face of the younger sister was in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Pianist, though even that was deprived from him a few moments later, as the moans coming from the lips of the younger sister morphed into moans that advertised the fact that she was nearing her orgasm as well.
Indeed, despite the outraged expression that she had been wearing but a few moments ago, she quickly turned her attention toward the direction of the Pianist before she then asked essentially the same question that her older sister had asked, but a few moments ago, “Please, please let me cum, Sir, please,” she said.
If he was the one who was being asked permission, the Baker told himself that he would have refused, after all, there are several mistakes in the words that Madison had used, but she was lucky in the sense that he was not the one whose permission it was that Madison sought, and he would have to admit that he had expected the answer that escaped from the lips of the Pianist a few moments later.
“Go ahead, slut, cum just like your fuck-slut of a sister,” the Pianist said.
The moans that had been escaping from the lips of Victoria and Madison stopped at that moment, replaced instead by a loud moan of pure pleasure that echoed around the room even as the two of them also stopped grinding their most intimate of parts against the thigh of the other. Usually, that would have made the Baker call them out, but it was rather obvious that the reason that they had stopped their movement was the orgasm that they had reached, and indeed, a few moments later, he could see the fresh spunk that both women had produced seeping out of the slit in between the lips of their most intimate of parts.
It was the only break that the two of them would be given, and they both knew it, with Victoria and Madison soon resuming what they are doing ten seconds after their screams had died down. Once more, moans filled the air around them as they resumed grinding their most intimate of parts against the other – and this time, it was easier for them because the fluids that they had produced provided a lubricant of sorts – but if they were expecting the Pianist to let them continue, then they would be mistaken, as, within five seconds of them resuming the show that they had been ordered to put up, the Pianist was already stopping them.
“You did not think that scissoring would be the only thing that you two would be doing here now, didn’t you?” he asked with a smile on his face. Even if the question that he had asked was not rhetorical, they still would not have answered that question, as the Pianist had turned his attention away from them so that he could look at the direction of Isla. 
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he has no idea what it was that the Pianist was planning, but before he could ask the question – even if only silently – he was prevented from doing so by the Pianist inclining his head toward the direction of the beautiful red-haired woman who had been serving him before the Baker and his retinue entering the room. That, in turn, caused the Baker to turn his attention toward Isla, and he realized that she had been informed before the arrival of the Baker as to what it was that she was supposed to do as she was soon walking toward them.
The way that the older slave had walked suggested to the Baker just how well-trained she was, because while it was true that she was still wearing clothes – and they are everyday clothes – he was still compelled to look at her because of the way that she swayed her body. Indeed, the fact that he was compelled to look at her was best demonstrated by the fact that he did not even realize that Isla was holding onto something as she approached, though he did turn his attention toward that something, the moment that he realized what she was doing.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that it was only his self-control that stopped him from letting a sound escape from his lips, and even then, he could not help but raise one of his eyebrows in surprise when he saw the double-ended dildo that the pretty red-head was carrying. A single glance toward the double-ended fake cock was the only thing that the Baker needed to see that the fake cock was clean, and that meant that it had not been used, and that single glance had also made him realize what the plan of the Pianist was.
Rather than turn his attention toward his nominal superior, however, the Baker instead turned his attention toward the direction of his two trainees, with the smile on his face widening, a few moments later, as he noted the fearful expressions that appeared on their faces, considering that the expressions that they are wearing confirmed to him that both of them understood what the purpose of the fake cock that Isla was holding was.
Indeed, he could see that Madison had turned her attention toward him, with the expression on the face of the younger sister asking him – without words – to do something, though rather than do anything in response, the Baker simply turned his attention toward the direction of the Pianist even as the smile on his face widened.
That was his way of silently asking permission from the man who was supposed to be his superior to be the one to give the command and judging from how wide the smile on the face of the Pianist had become, he could tell that the Archon was permitting him. Indeed, a few moments later, the Archon inclined his head toward the direction of the trainer, though that was an action that the Baker nearly missed because he was already turning his attention toward the direction of his trainees when the Pianist did that.
“On your hands and knees,” the Baker said after he had turned his attention toward Victoria and Madison. For a few moments, the expression on their faces was one of disbelief and one that suggested that they do not want to comply with the order given, and if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he liked that expression because it would have given him an excuse to punish them. It would appear, however, that the two of them realized that, because he certainly have not yet said anything before the two of them moved into the position that they had been ordered into.
Indeed, aside from getting on their hands and knees in compliance with the order that they had been given, the two of them also reoriented themselves in such a way that the cheeks of their ass were pointing toward each other. That positioning caused a smile to form on the face of the Baker – and he could certainly tell that he was not the only one who had reacted that way – as it told him that both of them understood what it was that they are going to be made to do next. 
Any further musings on the part of the Baker were put into hold, a few moments later, however, when he realized that Isla was now handing over the double-ended cock that she had been holding onto to Victoria. The expression on the face of the older sister was hesitant, but when she realized that her trainer and the Archon in the room were both looking in her direction with expectant expressions on their faces, she realized that she had no choice but to take the fake cock and do as she was being impliedly ordered to do.
“Ah…,” the moan that escaped from the lips of Victoria, a few moments later, marked the moment that one end of the fake cock was forced into her most intimate of parts. If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he expected that the Pianist would object at that moment, but that was not what the Archon did, and indeed, when he turned his attention toward his direction, a few moments later, he could see the wide smile that was on the face of the Pianist that told him that he was satisfied with the actions that Victoria had taken.
The Baker mentally shook his head at that moment, but then he told himself that it was not as if there was anything that he could have done, and as if to further emphasize that fact, he was soon forced to return his attention toward the direction of Victoria and Madison as a moan escaped from the lips of the younger sister. Even before he had focused his attention toward the direction of Madison, he would have to admit that he already had an idea what it was that had made the younger sister moan, and when he finally fixed his gaze upon her direction, he could see that his suspicions were correct.
There may still be a part of the Baker that was disappointed with the fact that it would be the cunt rather than the assholes of his trainees that would be connected, that part of him was forced to the back of his mind as he then told himself that the two of them would soon be connected anyway. Of course, neither Victoria nor Madison was waiting for any sort of order from him, but it would appear that the Pianist also did not need to give any sort of order before the sisters were soon bucking and pushing against each other, forcing moans to escape from their lips even as the fourteen-inch long double-ended cock slowly but surely disappeared inside their bodies as the distance between the lips of their flowers began to decrease.
“Ah….ah…ah…,” the sounds that escaped from the lips of the sister were in sync even as they echoed around the room that they were in, though even if that was the case, none of the four men in the room – the trainer, the Archon, and the two handlers whom, the Baker would have to admit, he had forgotten to send out of the room – moved to relieve themselves, and that was especially remarkable in regards to the Pianist because the man had not even bothered to return his cock within the confines of the pants that he was wearing.
Those thoughts were still at the forefront of the mind of the Bake when a particularly loud moan of pleasure escaped from the lips of one of his trainees and though he would readily admit that he was not sure who was the one who had made the sound that made him turn his attention back toward them, a smile still appeared on his face, even if it was true that the smile was not in reaction to the loud moan that he had heard.
Rather, it was his reaction to what happened next, as at the same time that he turned his attention toward the direction of Victoria and Madison, it also happened to be the moment that the cheeks of their ass bad began to crash against each other. If it was possible, the smile that was on the face of the Baker widened even more as he noted the sounds that resulted from the cheeks of their ass crashing against each other, but then he turned his attention toward the Pianist and asked, “What  do you think?”
For a few moments, the Archon did not reply to the question that he had been asked, but if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that it was not as if he could blame his nominal superior for that, after all, he was mesmerized with the show that he was watching, and if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that when he first saw this show, he was just as mesmerized. 
Still, the Baker soon pointedly cleared his throat, and it would appear that such was more than enough to make the Archon return to the present, though before the Baker could say anything, the Pianist was already speaking, “I shall have the appropriate personalities informed,” he said before he focused his attention back toward the direction of Victoria and Madison as he asked, “Still, would it truly be impossible for us to sell them as a set?”
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